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My other adventure was, of course, putting them
on that night. That was three days ago, but even
now there is still some faint thrill in going to bed or
waking in the morning, for naturally I have been
enjoving my appearance in an entirely new part.
Clad in crimson silk, I feel a very different person,
my thoughts adapting themselves to my outward
magnificence. As I survey my lustrous blood-red
length at night, as I wake in the morning to see two
arms that might have come from a pagoda in festival
stretching before me, another personality is super-
imposed upon the one I know so well. I feel a wicked
luxurious fellow, with Nubian slaves, a torture
chamber, and a huddle of shrinking Circassian
beauties, round the corner. If I had to speak, I
should do it in King Cambyses's vein. I am hand
in glove with the Borgias. I enjoy the thought that
the poor and honest are suffering, and am all for
whipping the dogs. Strong, ruthless, beautiful, I stand
high above common morality and look down with a
cruel smile upon the whimpering herd. Men are my
counters, women my playthings, and I own no god
but myself. And then, having doffed or forgotten
the pyjamas, I turn back again, dwindle if you will,
into the rather timid, respectable and not unkindly
citizen known to my family and friends.

The least thing, it would seem, will ring up the
curtain on these mental histrionics. I have only to
be given one of those enormous and very expensive
cigars by means of which companies are merged and